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All | can do is try.. 


Author's Notes: 
Ahh, | started this months ago and it\'s finally finished! 


He's been drinking gin again. | can tell, because he acts different when he's drunk on gin, as opposed to whiskey 
or anything else. He smells of it, too, and | hate it. | still haven't gotten used to it's stale scent, because none 
of us drink gin. None of us but Izzy. The rest of us are pure bred whiskey boys, and | wish Axl would join our 


club again. 


He moves closer to me, and | try to step back, but there's nowhere to go. I've pressed my back firmly to the 
wall, but still his arm finds his way around my waist. He stands, half-swaying, half-leaning, and looks up at me. 


He breathes against my cheek. God, | hate that smell. 


"Slash..." 


Sometimes | think he forgets my name, so I'm glad for the times he addresses me with more than just a 


moan or a grunt. 

"Yeah?" 

He blinks lazily. There's a certain sadness in his eyes. | have almost learned to stop caring. 
"Nothing," he says. "I don't know." 


His lips are grazing my chin now. Damn him, anyway. | let him start a kiss, softly and calmly, like we have all 
the time in the world. Like | have all the patience in the world 


The doorknob jiggles and he jumps away. Suddenly he's digging around in mounds of clothes and whatever else is 
strewn about the dressing room, pretending to look for something. Then in walks Izzy, looking as oblivious as 
always. How much does he know, | wonder. Everything, probably. 


"Hey," he says. Cool, calm, collected. 


| nod to him after | roll my eyes at Axl. Axl yanks out a pack of cigarettes from the pocket of someone's 


abandoned jeans and smiles up at Izzy. 

Hi," he says sweetly. 

‘lm going down to the bar. Anyone wanna come with?" 
| look over to Axl, whose ears have perked up. 

"I do," he says. 

"Slash?" 

"Nah." 

No fucking thank you, Izzy. 

EK 


Axl came back in tears that night. In a way, | had anticipated it. Then again, | thought he had more control over 
his mouth. Wait, who was | kidding? Axl doesn't know the meaning of control. 


| walk into his hotel room, and instantly regret the action 


He's sitting on the edge of his bed, a cigarette burning in his fingers. He's only crying because he's drunk, 


drunk on the same brand of gin that Izzy loves so much. 


| stand in the doorway for a while, wondering what to say; wondering if he would notice if | left. | sigh. 
"What's wrong?" | say, as if | don't know. 

He looks up and sniffles, "nothing. Leave me alone." 

"Come on, dude. Don't go acting like a fucking school girl." 


Ouch. Shouldn't have said that. | wince even before he throws his glass at me. He misses narrowly and it 


shatters on the wall next to me. 

"Fuck off, Slash! Get the fuck out!" 

| kick the largest shard of glass in his direction, then turn my back. 
"Fine. Seeya." 

KKK 

He's still trembling when he shows up at my door three hours later. 
"What do you want, Axl?" 

"lm sorry! 

"Okay." 


l'm in bed with a bottle of Jack and a pack of smokes, watching MTV on mute. He pulls off his boots and 


crawls under the covers next to me. 

| offer him a swig, and he sighs and takes a small, sad sip. 

"So you told him, huh?" 

He snarls. 

"Leave it alone, Slash. | don't wanna fucking talk about it. I'm not even gonna ask how the fuck you found out" 


| chuckle and gulp down some whiskey. "It's obvious, dude. You stop kissing your fucking wife whenever he walks 


into the room. Yeah, how is Steph by the way? Seen her lately?" 


| told you to fucking leave it. | don't know why you have to-just, fuck you, Slash.” 


He heaves himself out of my bed and stomps towards the door, forgetting his shoes. 

"I'm going," he barks. 

‘lm sorry," | shrug. 

He clenches his fists, then whirls around and clenches his jaw. "No, you know what, I'm not going.’ 
Well, how nice. 


He strips off his jeans as if he were at home, and comes back into bed. He sits and stares at me with tired 
and red eyes. "I need a friend, Slash." 


And for all the rats asses that | claim not to give, | actually do feel sorry for him. | feel sorry for myself 
too, for letting him drag me into this, but the fact that | give him my shoulder to cry on, despite my 
unwillingness, only goes to show how much | care. 

"Can | stay here?" he says, wet lashes batting. 

"Yeah, Axl," | say, and involuntarily offer him an "always." 


His lip quivers, then he kisses me and turns off the light. 


eR 


Yeah, what | feel for Axl doesn't even compare to what Axl feels for Izzy. That undying love he has for our 


wily recluse of a (now ex) guitarist is the single purest thing inside him. 


| never knew what love was until | saw the way he looked at Izzy. There was something different in his eyes 
when he quietly admired him from across the room, something small, sad and humble. It was a strange look 
for Axl. There was no burning lust; no desire to dominate Izzy or mark him as his own. No, just a simple, 


innocent plea for his love and nobody else's. 


He loved Izzy so fucking much that even | saw it, though | was blind-drunk most of the time. Axl had never 
said a word about it, but | knew. 


Now, if unrequited love wasn't a bitch by herself, Izzy really gave her a helping hand. His way of handling this 
delicate situation was far from the best way. It managed to anger me-the innocent bystander-and it drove Axl 


right over the edge. | don't know what happened that night, but | bet that | can paint an accurate picture. 


"Izzy," Axl would have said, unable to bottle it up any longer, "I love you. | love you more than anything in the 


fucking world. | always have, and | can't take it anymore. | can't stand to be so close to you and not be able to 


touch you. | can't stand it when you touch me, and you just have no fucking clue how it makes me feel. How 


could you not have known? All these years, how could you-" 


Then Axl would have trailed off and his eyes would've started watering, and Izzy would have been standing 
there, staring straight at him and not showing a single fucking emotion. Then he would have just shrugged and 
said sorry for not feeling the same, walking away and leaving Axl without the tiniest glimmer of hope or 


comfort. 


The scene that | had constructed replayed in my head constantly. | knew it wasn't far from accurate, and it 
hurt me like hell. | couldn't logically explain why, because empathy was never one of my stronger qualities. Then 


| realized that it was more than sheer sympathy. 


Izzy had hurt Axl so much, so fucking much that just like | felt Axis love for Izzy, | felt his pain when Izzy 


rejected him. 

And God, how | try and try to stop caring.. 

It works sometimes, when Axl exhausts his aching heart and lashes out at Izzy with all his strength. The self- 
preserving part of me likes to think that it's pure vendetta, and | try to lead myself to believe that it's 


childish and mean and that Axl doesn't deserve any sympathy. 


Deep down, however, | know that revenge isn't Axl's intention It's just his way of dealing with the situation. 
Maybe if he made Izzy miserable enough he would give in. 


Either way, just because Axl doesn't want to fight with Izzy, it doesn't mean he wont. 


Axl's been trying to destroy him for a year now, but Izzy's a tough little son of a bitch, and he just shrugs it 
all off. 


Ignore it and it will go away, they say, but ignoring Axl's attempts to start a war only makes things worse. 
And if Izzy's so damn smart | wonder why he doesn't just throw Axl a bone and fight back once in a while. 
Well, | suppose it's cause he js so fucking smart, and he knows Axl well enough to know that a kick in the teeth 
is equivalent to a kiss in his fucked up head. 


EK 

| hate how Axl makes me hate Izzy, and right now | hate them both. 

Apparently Izzy has just purchased a house in Mexico and already has his bags packed. | can't decide on my 
level of giving a fuck yet, but then again | am pretty out of my head at the moment. | thought it was the 


drugs at first, but maybe it's just Axl's voice electrocuting and sending my brain into spasms. 


I'm feeling nauseous, gripping the pillows of the armchair to keep myself from fainting, It's like I've been bled 


dry. Axl is standing across from me, fists clenched and eyes narrowed. Izzy is sitting to my left, his legs 
crossed at the ankles, gazing blandly at the floor. 


"Can you at least fucking look at me when | talk to you?" Axl says to him. 


Izzy rolls his eyes, talking with a tone that is so languid and stoic that it makes me want to hit him. "I heard 


you, and | don't care what you have to say.” 


Axl's jaw tightens, and | can almost hear his teeth gnashing. He tries to relax himself, holding out his palms in a 
gesture of surrender. 


"Izzy," he breathes, "you're being fucking unreasonable. You can't just get up and fucking go! You can't just 


leave!" 

"Like hell | can't," Izzy says, and even the anger which he must be feeling-that's if he's actually human-isn't 
present in his voice. "| don't know why we're having this conversation | have business | gotta tend to. You've 
said all you have to say." 

Axl bites his lip, and | predict that blood will come gushing out any second. 

"For fuck's sake-" he begins, then gets lost for words and turns to me, “fucking say something, Slash!" 

| can barely shake my head. | have nothing to say, anyway. | just wish Duff was here. Both Izzy and Axl tend 
to be ricer when he's around, hiding all their problems like Duff is a kid stuck in the middle of a divorce. Damn 
you, blondie, where are you? 

Feeling hot and weak, | brace myself against anything | can hold onto and make my way to the door. 


"Oh, perfect. Thanks a fucking lot, Slash. Thanks." 


| ignore the redhead and stumble out, closing the door behind me. My head starts to spin and | have to lean 
against the wall before | can start the long walk back to my hotel room. 


"We need you in this fucking band, Izzy," | hear Axl's muffled voice. 


"Fuck off," Izzy snorts, "that's bullshit. And hell, even if it's not, | don't fucking care. | don't feel like a part of 


this band anymore. | don't wanna be" 


Axl lets out a howl of frustration, and | hear glass shatter against the wall. Shortly after, Izzy opens the door 
quietly and walks out into the hallway. 


"You okay, man?" he says, noticing me perspiring and breathing heavily. 


"Yeah," | mutter. 


He nods and claps me on the shoulder, "take care of yourself, dude. Hope to see you sometime again. Alive, 


preferably." 


'Iz-" | begin, not really knowing what | would say, but he walks off. | can hear furniture breaking on the other 


side of the wall, and Axl's incoherent screams of rage and anguish. 
Well, oh, well, what's new? 
Fuck him. 


| gather myself and stagger away to my room. | lock the door as | get inside and turn off all the lights. In my 
bed, | fall asleep almost instantly. 


eR 


Having no idea how long I've slept, | wake up to hear someone sobbing my name in the darkness. Fucking hell. 


Someone, of course, is Axl, trying to untangle me from my blankets so he can crawl in beside me 
"Goddammit;" | growl, rolling over so he can join me and hopefully calm down a little. Fat chance, though. 
Dammit, | locked the door, didn't 1? Should've nailed the fucking thing shut. | knew this would happen. | knew he'd 
come crying to me. 

You know, through all this | don't think I've mentioned at all how | feel. | never mentioned how it feels being 
second best; how l'm just a warm body there whenever he needs it. Never mentioned how hard | tried to fuck 
the thought of Izzy out of his head, and how | still haven't succeeded. | may not be able to love the way he 
does, and | may not feel pain as strongly as he does—but | do feel something, and it ain't a nice feeling. 

I've stopped pitying him. This time he deserved to have Izzy walk away. 

"Slash," he whispers, "are you awake?" 

"What the fuck do you think? Get in and shut up." 

He sniffles and buries himself in the blankets, hugging me tight. 


"He's gone, Slash, he fucking left" 


Jackass, what the hell did you expect? Izzy deserves a medal for putting up with you for as long as he did A 
whole fucking trophy, with flowers and champagne and a free steak dinner. 


Izzy may have been cold, but that's the way he's always been, just like Axl has always been emotionally 


unstable. Everyone knows there's a demon inside him thatll accept any excuse to tear through his skin and 


lash out at anyone who's close enough 
But what can | do? | put my arm around him and kiss his forehead 

"| can't believe he fucking left," he sighs, and | feel his wet lashes fluttering against my shoulder, 
"Yeah, | know. Go to sleep" 

God, how | wish | didn't have to be caught up in this bullshit 

"Why couldn't you fucking say anything to him, Slash? We could've made him stay, if we tried" 
"We did try. But if he can't take the pressure, then fuck him, right?" 


Great, look at me talking shit to make him feel better. Cant stand the pressure, my ass. Ain't it fun pretending? 
Axl loves to pretend that | don't have a brain. 


"But-l just don't get it. He just walked out, you know," he murmurs against my neck, his fingers drawling little 


circles on my stomach, then going lower. 

| was at the end of my rope here. He really has some fucking nerve to act like it's a shock | wonder if he 
actually believes that | don't know what's going on. | wonder if he thinks I've forgotten why he started fucking 
me in the first place. 

"Axl, im trying to fucking sleep." | pull his hand out from beneath my waistband. "Be quiet, okay. It'll be alright" 
"How the fuck can you say that? Our fucking guitarist is gone," he hisses. 

| snap, rolling over and turning my back to him. "Well you still got one left, don't you?" 

"Fuck you, Slash." 

"Yeah, you'll be begging for it before the morning, that's for sure.” 

"What the fuck's that supposed to mean?" 

"It means exactly what | said." 


He goes quiet and wipes his eyes. 


"Fine," he says then, like a spoilt princess forced to actually ask for something nicely by the queen mother. 
"Please, Slash. | can't stand this feeling-" 


"Please what?" 
"Please," he repeats, kissing my neck and guiding my hand to the zipper on his jeans. 


"See, you can't even say it, Axl," | turn over again and glare at him, even though | know he can't see my eyes 


in the dark 

"Say what?" 

"Say that you want me to fuck you" 

He only shrugs and starts biting my ear. Little son of a bitch. | pin his hands above his head and settle myself 
on top of him, looking down. | can make out a smile that has appeared on his face, but his eyes look swollen and 


still full of tears. 


Slowly, | undo the button on his jeans and pull down the zipper. He's almost purring with glee. | pinch his nipple, 
anything but gently. He yelps and snarls. 


"Say it" 

Teeth clenching. 

"Fuck me, you asshole." 

Hmm. That won't do. 

"Turn on the light," | tell him. 

"What?" 

"Turn on the fucking light. There's a lamp right there-never mind, | can do it” 


| lean over and flick the switch beside my bed. He blinks at me with curious green eyes, then averts his gaze 


and grinds his hips up against mine. 


"Oh, no way, honey. You listen here," | smirk down at him, "if you want this, you better look me straight in the 
fucking eye and let me know it" 


His lips curl into a confused sneer, "what the fuck are you on, Slash?" 


"Yeah, and | want you to say my name too as | make you come." 


He studies my face, and for a moment | think he's beginning to see what's going through my head, what goes 


through my head every time he comes to me and begs me to take him away from reality. 


"You know why | want you to do that?" | say, getting as much hair out of my face as | can so he can look at 
me properly. "Cause this is your reality, baby, and | want you to know that very well. Izzy will never love you, 


and | don't fucking blame him. Falling in love with you is a curse | wouldn't wish upon any human being." 


| never got off on making other people feel shit, but my dick is getting harder as his lip curls up in rage and 
his eyes begin to water. 


"You fucking asshole-" he starts, but | bring my lips down against his and shut him up. He squirms beneath 
me, trying to push me off so he can hit me, but settles quickly and moans into my mouth. Fuck, | have to try 
so hard to keep myself form wringing his neck as | tangle my fingers in his hair. 


Maybe | shouldn't judge him for all the shit he put Izzy through. I'd love to do the same to him. But | don't 
have the patience that he does. All| can do is try and try to make him forget. | break the kiss to take off his 
shirt. 


"Consider me cursed, Axl," | say, as his hair falls back onto his face and | throw his shirt away. "But if you 
keep closing your eyes and muttering his name under your breath while I'm inside you, you're gonna have to 
find another friend." 

He keeps a stern face. | brush my lips over a tear rolling down his cheek. Suddenly | feel guilty and he can see 
it, but he knows there's nothing he can do to help. Dammit. Goddammit. He knows he can't get over it. He pulls 
his jeans down further, and sighs against my neck. | sit back and peel his jeans off. Cant you just try, Axi? 

He sighs again, in mourning this time. He tries to keep his eyes on me as | pull down my shorts. He really tries. 
He stares at my face-my eyes, my lips, as if he's seeing me for the first time. But he's seen it all before. 
Another tear leaks out as he shuts his eyes and turns away. He can't do it. 

"IFs alright," | say. He can't do it. "Ill survive.” 

| settle myself back on top of him and turn off the light. 

"I just thought I'd try, you know." 

He huffs out one final sob. 


| slide into him in the darkness. He moans, and | can hear the pain behind it. For the moment he's forgotten 


Izzy. He's worried about me. 


| guess that's a start. 


